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mighty Oliver, whose representatives to-day measure Grladstone's genius by the dimensions of his shirt collar, maintained with " damnable iteration " that Pb-elps' demeanour was bourgeois, that his eyes were colourless and lacked lustre, that his features were common-place and inexpressive, yet even these small fry were compelled to admit that his brow was lofty and arched like the dome of a temple, the nasal column, straight and strong, and that his mouth and chin were firm, powerful, and determined.
Though his hands were large-boned, gnarled, and even ugly, he made them eloquently expressive, and he had taught every muscle of his body to respond instinctively to the motion of his mind. His voice, which he assured me was originally a piping, weak, reed-like thing, had by constant application been trained into a potent resonant organ capable of expressing every varying mood of tragic or comic art.
That lie was a mannerist his greatest admirers will never seek to deny.
It is remarkable that his mannerisms should have assimilated so closely to those of Macready, when it is remembered the two men never met till Phelps was thirty-four years of age, when one would have thought his style was fixed.
Where,   however, a  master spirit predominates,ss) I would willingly devoteood fellows inhind it.
